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This issue of COMMUNITAS is dedicated to Professor Felix E. Hirsch,
without whose unfledging efforts, tact and humor, the paper would not
have come about. It was Dr. Hirsch's original design, to amalgamate the
BARDIAN and AM, which produced COMMUNITAS in the form of his
fond hope-a weekly Bard newspaper.
Dr. Hirsch, former political editor of the BERLINER TAGEBLA'IT,
has long been active in newspaper affairs of the campus as Advisor to
the BARDIAN and Chairman of the Faculty Committee on Publicity. He
has willingly undertaken these duties aside from his regular positions as
PI·ofessor of History and Librarian.
The final issue of COMMUNITAS for this semester is dedicated to
Dr. Hirsch because the editors feel that the goal of a well rounded paper
has been achieved and Dr. Hirsch's hopes realized.

New Kingston-Rhinecliff Span
Might: Not Be Boon To Bard
Since the end of field period,
Bardians have been wondering about
the row of giant earth movers located near Ed Smith's service station. Other students wandering off
the beaten track and travelling on
River Road, which leads from Barrytown to Rhinecliff, have undoubtably noticed the large swaths of
land that have been carved out of
the woods and fields.
What all this activity amounts to
is part of the $815 million dollar
New York State highway project
that is being carried on, the other
side of the Hudson. For many years
the topic of a bridge joining Kingston and Rhinecliff has been the
carrot that local and state politicians
have dangled in front of the noses
of constituents and interest groups.
Finally, the bridge is becoming a
reality and in 1956 an eight pier,
135 foot high span will replace the
sporadic ferry service that has for
many decades carried passengers and
cars across the river .
In order to get a complete picture
of this project and to determine how
it will affect Bard, the Editors visited
the construction site on several occasions. Their report is included
within the text of this article.
At the present only the approaches

to the bridge are being prepared
with actual bridge-work beginning
this summer. About 1300 yards of
woods have been cleared by 16 ton
Caterpiller tractors, followed about
by e'arth graders and movers.
When we arrived at the base of
operations, we began looking for the
Chief Engineer. There were several
men talking and we thought that
they might give up a bit of information regarding the whereabouts of
the CEo I asked one of them where
we might locate the CE, and he
promptly replied that there were no
jobs available for the summer. After
explaining .the nature of our visit,
he pointed to a large, yellow trailer
that was parked close to the road,
then introduced himself as the
Steward, and added that every day
several people approach him for jobs.
The Engineer's trailer is a long,
42 foot affair, belonging to the
Grandview Construction Corporation
of Mt. Vernon, N. Y., which is in
charge of building approaches. We
found the Chief Engineer, who
turned out to be George Teator,
from Rhinebeck. In talking with
him for a half hour or so, we found
that none of the land upon which
(Continued on Page 6)

Formal Slated
For Saturday

..

A Community Meeting to decide
on the Formal date was held on
May 26th. In view of the new evidence that seniors would like the
formal on Saturday instead of Wednesday, Community Council recommended that this be done and that
there be a majority vote. The latter
was challenged.
Moderator Herb
Schulman ruled that discussion of
the recommendation follow, for or
against Saturday or Wednesday, and
that all other discussion be ruled
out of order. After some discussion
the question was called. There being
no objection, a vote was taken,
resulting in a 52-24 decision for
Saturday.

Angell To Speak
At Commencement
Ernest Angell of New York City,
lawyer and Chairman of the Board
of Directors of the American Civil
Liberties Union, will be the principal
speaker at the 94th Commencement
Exercises of Bard College on Saturday, June 19th, President James H.
Case, Jr., has announced.
Mr. Angell, a graduate of Harvard
College and Harvard Law School, is
a trustee of Briarcliff Junior College,
President of the Association Against
Election Frauds, and a past chairman 0948-1950) of the Loyalty Review Board for the New York area.
held on Sunday, June 13, at 7: 15
p .m. in the Chapel of the Holy Innocents. Commencement Exercises
will take place on the front lawn,
weoather permitting, Saturday June
19th, at 2 :00 p .m.

ANNIVERSARY FUND
Faculty and Staff
Students and Parents .
Alumni ..................................... ................ .
Parents of Alumni .
.........
Community ....
Trustees
Special Donors. .........................

Bard College Library has not at
all been adversely affected by the
concentration of community interest
on the 95th Anniversary Drive. As
far as can be seen now, the circulation figures for the Spring Term will
exceed those for Spring 1953, although the enrollment fell off in the
meantime. Dr. Felix E. Hirsch believes that this increase, both in
absolute figures and per capita, is
a wonderful sign of intellectual
health and vigor among Bard students. He is pleased to note also
that there is some decrease in library fines; at present, books are
more likely to be returned on time.
Of course, there remains a hard
core of inveterate and incurable offenders, some of whom have made
such a black record that they cannot be permitted to t.ake out books
for the remainder of the term. Also
some disgmceful cases of book demolition have been discovered; i.e.
readers have cut out pages or pictures from certain volumes and thus
gravely harmed the college community by their recklessness.
GIFTS
The Library has had a good year
in many respects. A sizeable number of important gifts was received.
The latest among them were books
on the history of printing and other
subjects from the estate of Miss
Fanney Borden, librarian emeritus
of Vassar College, who had been a
good friend of our library. These
books came to us through the
thoughtful cooperation of Miss Dorothy Plum, Bibliographer of Vassar
College.
WERNER JAEGER SPOKE
The highlight of the year in the
library h,ad been Harvard Professor
Werner Jaeger's lecture on "The
Greeks and the Educationof Man",
delivered on the Sixtieth Anniversary
of the Hoffman Memorial building.
His address which ranks high among
the most distinguished lectures delivered at Bard in recent years, has
- - - _..... ... - - - - -- - ---.. --.--

$11,320.15
$17,494.86
$ 8,216.26
$ 3,983.00
$ 2,065.00
$ 8,100.00
$17,600.00

OLD COUNCIL HOLDS
FINAL WEEKLY MEETING
The Theatre Building project has
been granted $1600 of the building
fund which was available on campus.
This step was taken at last Monday's
Council meeting. It had been sug·gested that the entire fund, $1688,
be given over to the project, but it
was felt best to deal in round numbers and hold emergency cash on
hand.
The Bard Freshman Handbook has
been approved by council, and will
be printed and ready for the incoming freshmen next semester. This
book is in no way a duplication of
the catalogue, but it designed to
tell new students incidental things
about Bard campus life. Most of
the work on this book has been done
by Mary Grayson and a small committee, of which she was the chairman.
Reports were given in Council by
Community Chest, Handbook Committee, Institutional Committee, Entertainment Committee, Bud get
Committee and Safety Committee.
Following the report given by Chairman Robin Fox on the Entertainment Committee, it was suggested
by members of Council that more
activities were needed during weekends. It is hoped that next year
movies will be alternated with
dances.
Council gave a vote of
thanks to this years Committee.
Council also voted to send a note
to Mr. Manuel Vegas, who is undergoing a serious operation in New
York City.

FALL '54 COURSE LIST
EXPLAINED BY GILLARD
Since the course lists came out at
the beginning of the week, many
stUdents have been heard complaining of the fewer courses being offered next year. Other complaints
centered around the fact that it
appeared that there was an abundance of courses for the lower college
and not enough for the upper college.
In view of these complaints, COMMUNITAS interviewed Acting-Dean
Ruth Gillard who issued the following statement.
"Students are to discuss and indicate, in their advisory conferences,
(Continued on Page 6)
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Auction Proves To Be $2500 Success
Through Efforts Of Faculty Women
aroused a great deal of interest also
outside the Bard community. For
the last several months, requests
have come in daily for copies of his
address from all over this country
and Canada and even from England
and Germany. The latest demand
came from the Education Department of Wayne University which
wishes to acquire several hundred
copies of this "beautiful statement,"
as Professor Henry Herrmann of
Wayne calls it in his letter; this
request will probably necessitate a.
new printing.
ADA GREEN LEAVING
The only sad note in the library is
that Miss Ada Green, reference
librarian since 1951, will resign at
the end of this month to go for a
year to Norway and work in a library there. On her return to the
U. S. she plans to do gradoote work
at Clark University in the field of
geography in which she has shown
special interest. Miss Green will
leave many Bardians heavily indebted to her. Far beyond the call of
duty, she gave them a great deal of
good advice on Senior Projects, term
papers, etc. Her place will be taken
by Mrs. Marian C. Nichols, wife of
William J. Nichols, (a member of
the class of 1940 who is librarian at
the Franklin D. Roosevelt Library
in Hyde Park) . Mrs. Nichols, a
graduate of Cornell College and of
the Columbia University School of
Library Service, was, prior to her
marriage, Assitant Librarian at Bard
College and did excellent work in
those days. More recently, in the
Fall of 1952, she served temporarily
as Circulation Assitant. She will
assist Miss Vosburgh in running the
library during Dr. Hirsch's absence
next Fall.

Casals Invites Hauser
To Serve on Prades Panel
Professor Emil Hauser of Bard's
Music Department, has been extended an invitation to participate in a
music festival sponsored by Pablo
Case.ls, at Prades, France. The festival will run from the 7th to the
20th of June.
Dr. Hauser, one of the founders
of the Budapest String Quartet, will
take part in the festival as a panel
member. He will fly to Paris tomorrow, and expects to be in Prades
Saturday.

ORIENTATION GROUP
TO BE SELECTED FOR '54
Within a week, Council will elect
six stUdents to serve as members of
the Orientation Committee. The
members will be selected from a list
of names found on the Hegemansign-up-sheet. The Committee Chairman, who must be in the upper
college as of next September, will be
chosen by the committee itself.
Each Fall, Orientation Committee
introduces incoming stUdents to Bard.
Members of the committee act as
guides, help the new students get
established in their dorms, and answer all questions whether they be
academic or social.

PRESIDENT CASE
APPLAUDS FACULTY
WOMEN, STUDENTS
At a faculty meeting held last
Tuesday, President James H. Case
Jr., expressed his thanks and gratitude to the faculty and staff women
for their hard work and leadership
in making last weekend's auction a
success. This auction was instrumental in adding a large sum to
the Anniversary Fund Drive.
The President also stated his appreciation for the amount of work
done by students at the Zabriskie
Mansion in connection with the event
last Saturday and Monday. The
students were of assistance in many
capacities including showing and
distributing articles to be sold, and
conducting guided tours of the estate.

BLITHE WOOD, May 29-The auction held last Saturday in conjunction with the 95th Anniversary fund
drive proved to be a great success
netting over $2500. Attending the
Auction were well over 400 people
from not only the surrounding area,
but from New York City as well. At
one point there were automobiles
parked from the road to the swimming pool a.ll the way to the estate.
A great percentage of the articles
up for auction were donated by
friends of the college in the surrounding area, which together with
many pieces from the mansion made
up an imposing array. Included in
this category was the old Zabriskie
buggy which went for fifty dollars .
Also up for a uction were four pieces
of ancient Inca pottery which had
formerly been in the United States
Embas3y in Peru. Perhaps the most
unusual item to be auctioned off
was Sir P'okchop a 130 pound pig.
Several Collies contributed by Mr.
Donald Hartman, however were not
sold.
Chairman of the committee for
the auction W(tS Mrs. C. Theodore
Sottery who together with Mrs. William Asip, Mrs. Heinz Bertelsman,
Mrs. Kieth Botsford, Mr. Cal Avery
many members of the Fire Dept.,
and a great many others were largely responsible for the success of the
sale.

HELGRAMITES AND
ACTS OF GOD HOLD
UP USE OF POOL
by G. Waltuch and F. Cantarella
The Bard open-air swimming pool
opened today after much waiting
and anticipation of the student body.
While the color of the water is of a
disturbing greenish-brown color,
Richard A very said this morning
that the color is attributed to the
stream water used in the pool which
turns brackenish-brownin the Spring·
It was principally through his efforts and Roberto Ottolenghi's that
the pool is now available. During
the evening he and Ottolenghi flushed out the odd creatures which have
been using the pool for themselves.
Neither Avery or Ottolenghi could
offer an explanation for the presence
of these creatures.
To better acquaint the student
body with the natural phenomena
found in the pool the other night,
one was captured by the authors
and placed on exhibit in the Hegeman hallway.
A field investigation of the pool
last Tuesday night turned up the
following report in evidence of a
cause of one of the delays in preparing the pool for student use.
". . . After several trips around
the structure in which Bardians
(and before them Zabriskies)
had once enjoyed swimming, the
beam of our flashlight fell upon
a living' organism, so grotesque
that any science fiction writer
would have been proud to describe it. One of these nightmare ingredient measures about
three inches in length, is about
one quarter of an inch wide, has
six legs, is adorned with fourteen
thorny spines, two fierce looking
mandibles, fourteen fan like
structures (apparently serving a
respiratory function) and is protected from possible swimmers
by twelve armor plated segments.
Further investigation revealed
that the pool was infested with
these creatures. A quick check
of the latest Zoological Manuals
exposed our little prehistoric
throw-back as a Helgramite, a
crustacean. . . . " Dr. D. Hartdeclared them "non-poisonous."
" ... the large volume of Helgramites are, by no means, the
only inhabit'ants of the pool.
Leaves and other vegetation,
dead beetles, flies and other insects, mud and general filth
make it look like a cesspool
rather than a swimming pool.
Another reason for the delay of
the pools preparation is that the
chlorine pumps were not functioning properly and had to be repaired.
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EDITORIAL
The last typewriter marathon has ended for the semester.

COM-

MUNITAS has gone to bed eight times this semester, not counting a
Now the paper,

editors, and staff are going to rest, if not go to bed, for the balance of
the term.
Looking back on our accomplishments, we feel that a pat on the
back is justified.

We have managed to live up to our plan of getting

the news out every week while it is news.

Lately, several members of

the Community told us that they were surprised (and pleased) to see that
we made our schedule.
our good fortune.

We too, found that we were slightly amazed at

However, a weekly journal has been finally established

on the Bard campus.

It belongs to the students and if used wisely, this

newspaper, like any other, can become a powerful voice of opinion whose
benefits are too numerous to list here.
The fact to bear in mind is that Sl11ce this is a student newspaper
it will need student backing to run it.
been most encouraging.

This semester the response has

We can say that there has been little or no

"apathy" within our ranks.

((IN THE LIMELIGHT"
by MILES KREUGER

EDITORIAL BOARD

special issue prepared for the Admissions Department.
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With this year's start, the future looks

promising regarding full student participation. We hope that our success
marks the beginning of an "unapathetic" Bard.

Somebody Goofed.

by MARVIN FLICKER
The auction was the source of
some very interesting speculation on
the part of the faculty. Speculation
on the success of the auction varied
from extreme pessimism to ultro
optimism and a pool similar to a
baseball or football pool resulted.
The object was to attempt to approximate as closely as possible the
return the auction would bring. Estimates were in a scale from $300
to $5,000.
The Rhinebeck Firemen's Fair
opened Monday night and is well
worth attending. It is complete
with wheels of chance, dice games,
bingo, amusement devices including
a merry-go-round with a caliope, not
to mention popcorn and franks. The
Fair will be open until this coming
Saturday night.
Dianne Sanger 'X55, now employed
in Schenectady will be going abroad
summer. She is planning to study
at the University of Heidelburg.
It is with regret that we noticed
Mr. Manuel Vega's absence from
campus. He is in New York City for
an operation reportedly at Manhattan Eye and Ear Hospital. Sincere
wishes go out for oa swift recovery
and return to campus. He is being
temporarily replaced by Mr. McBride
who told COMMUNITAS Editors
yesterday that Mr. Vega will be back
on campus by June 11th.

The warm weather of the last few
days has resulted in a daily migration to Spring Lake or other favorite
swimming holes. A walk along the
lake front on either Saturday or
Sund,J.Y would have left strong doubt
that there was a single person left
on campus. In re Bard's own swimming hole, be sure to read "Someone Goofed" in this issue of COMMUNITAS.
Reminder ... This may not be a
'crime-wave' but nevertheless, lock
your doors and don't leave valuables
in an inviting place.
Congratulations ... Mrs. C. Theodore Sottery, Mrs. Heinz Bertlesmoan,
Mrs. Asip, and to all of the many
others who helped make the auction
such a success.
According to Ed Smith the present
construction at the intersection of
199 and 9G is a result of a petition
started by Mr. C. T. Sottery. The
curve has been a terrible menace
and the scene of many accidents in
the past, not to mention a great
number of near disasters.

It is with great regret that the directors of the proposed Bard Arena
Theatre have to announce that they will not be able to open this Summer as planned, due to a lack of necessary capital. All donations to the
theatre will be returned as swiftly as possible. The directors: Ronnie
Jacoby, Claire Shatraw, and this writer, expect that the possibility of
such a venture for next Summer is quite a good one. We wish to thank
the many people here at college and in the neighboring communities for
their generosity and friendly assistance.

Play Reviewed
One of the bases for Epic Theatre as outlined by Bertold Brecht, its
originator, is the alienation of empathy. The entire production is designed
tv keep the audience from identifying themselves with the actors, and
to free the scene from theatrical illusion. All sense of realism is dispensed with; and there is usually oa narrative character in a Brecht play
who talks directly to the audience, telling the plot, scene before it happens.
All this is done to free the mind of the viewer to absorb as many of the
ideas as possible, without the influence and distortion of sentimentality.
It is this alienation of empathy which appears to be the intention
of director, Claire Shatraw, in her production of The Love of Don Perlimplin and Belisa in the Garden, by Frederico Garcia Lorca. Having
the actors wear their own clothes and no stage make-up caused a denial
of stage illusion, as did the undecomted platforms arranged by Dan 'J'JuU.

Claire must at onoe be complimented for attempting to experiment
in a new form and one that is rarely seen in this country. Throughout
the entire play there was unity of style on the part of everyone. The
asides, the lack of dramatic builds and falls, the false interplay between
characters, the rapid-fire lines of the sprites that one had to listen to
very carefully, all served to eliminate empathy.
But it must be made very clear that what was seen on Tuesday at the
Orient Theatre is not to be confused with Epic Theatre. One feature of
Epic Theatre, the alienation of empathy, was applied to a play which no
more should be approached this way than should King Lear as a musical
comedy.
Don Perlimplin, so simple in structure and basic in plot that it almost resembles a folk tale, tells of a good man's futile love for a lustful
woman. They reach a union of souls only when he dies for her. This i~
the syllabus, and a rather thin one to demand the employment at a
theatrical form which puts the accent upon the idea.
Rather, this play cries out for a richness of production, a Spanish
setting, in which color and line are so freely employed that they become
motivically ornamental. The costumes and make-up should be delicately
designed to capture the symbolic and dramatiC essences of the characters.
The luxuriance of the work makes it a luscious visual problem to solve.
Holding the production to a thin balance between overabundance instead
of delicacy, extremely overdone passion instead of unrelenting wit, seem
to be an inviting challenge for any director.
A didactic production of Don Perlimplin, a play so histrionic in its
nature, seems to this writer either an outrageous misconception, or an
easy escape from the scenic and directorial problems of doing a full
production.

On The Town

In the New York State Pistol
Tourney Held Saturday at the
Dutchess County Pistol Association
Range at New Hackensack, Dick
Bard took first honors in the tyro
group. The tyro group is classified
as the beginning group in the competition. He scored 722 out of a
possible 900. Top score at the match
W'.lS

882.

Reve Gold '56, is engaged to Robert
D. Pittluck of Baldwin, Long Island,
and Miami Beach. They will be
married in August.
For some time the season of warm weather has been upon us and
for several weeks students have been enjoying the waters of Spring Lake,
Elizaville Falls, and the old swimming hole across Route 9G.
Frankly what has been bothering us is that the students have not
been able to use the open air pool on the estate. Operations to open
the pool began over a week ago by B & G, but due to a series of mishaps and "acts of God", the student body has not been able to enjoy
the pool. We feel that the pool should be opened earlier in the season
instead of two weeks before we are ready to go home. There are many
students without automobiles who cannot always obtain transportation
to swimming holes. Would B & G please get on the ball a bit earlier
next year?
Incidentally, as of today there are 13 more days of swimming left
this semester.

A Correction
Last week, in the editorial entitled "Congratulations", the following error was made: "The P.R.
office has been displaying on the
Hegeman bulletin board some
write-ups that Bard has been getting in local and nation-wide
papers .... "
The credit for this fine service
goes to the Publicity Department
of Bard's 95th Anniversary Drive
which is headed by the faculty
and completely divorced from the
function of the Public Relations
Office.
Our apologies.
The Editors

For those few who are without the strain and duress that accompany
the end of the semester, the following notes might be of interest:
ON THE HOME FRONT: The big news of the week is that the
swimming pool is finally open for use. A casual inspection of the pool
showed that it is free of the elegant creatures that have been currently
using it . . . Helgramites. The pool is a bit dark in color, but Dick
A very, who incidentally is responsible for exiling the little critters, said
that water at this time of year is usually dark brown in color.
BACK IN NEW YORK CITY ... THE FLICKS ... Do not bother
to see Julius Ceasar while you are in New York as it will be in Red
Hook within the next few days however MEN OF THE FIGHTING
LADY has won praise from many critics and may be seen at the Globe.
The Museum of Modern Art is giving RAIN starring Joan Crawford,
Walter Huston and William Gargan.
(Continued on Page
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Communitas Literary Section
Saturday For A Change
by WENDELL ACKERMAN
Smoke streamed from the toaster.
So did the smell of burning toast.
"Jim quick! Quick, the toast!
There won't be anything left. . . .
Oh, Jim, look. What are we going
to do with this toaster?" Mrs. Drew
dropped the burnt-black on the
tablecloth and licked her fingers.
"1 . . . I Don't know dear. Oh
Mary, get it off the table. The
crumbs will get on my shin. And
these pants. No crease, Mary. No
crease. I've been wearing them this
way for a week. Could you send
them to the cleaners? Huh dear?

Please?"
"Yes dear. The next time I get
to town I will. But the toaster,
Jim, what about the toaster? It
never did work right. But now we
can't even use it."
"Toaster? Oh yes, the toaster.
Well I'll fix that up. I read about
one of those pop-up things that
doesn't burn. No, that's what the
paper said , never. By the way,
where are the children? Edward
and Sally I mean. They haven't oh, in school 1 guess. That's right.
Sure, in schoo l."
"Jim, sometimes you are the most
absent-minded. Today's Saturday.
Don 't you remember? No school
on Saturday. You know . You don't
go to work today, do you? Jim
sometimes.
Saturday? ... Of course, it's Saturday. Well then, I won't need
pants. No pants till Monday. Well
now, that feels good. Maybe I can
do a little work on the-Mary, we
must have a t alk with those children. Do you know what they did
10 the garage ?" Mr. Drew pushed
his cup and pl ate away for a good
talk.
"Now don't spill your coffee, dear.
] 've already told them about the
nails. And do you know what Edward did ? When I scolded him, he
stepped on my white shoes. They're
filthy. Imagine that, he said that
white shoes should be black because
they turn black after awhile anyway.
But YOll won 't punish them, will
you) They're only children. And
YOll know children. They don't
know what they're doing."
"No, no Mary you're right.
won't use my hands. But, .. well
do you know what Sally did with
my furry slippers ? You know, the
fuzzy on es YOll gave me for Christmas? She-oh th at child-she threw
them in the furnace. Said I didn't
need them, that it was more comfortable to run around bare-foot.
Bare-foot, no less. Suppose I had
to go our to the car for something.
Why I'd get holes in my socks if I
was weanng any. No M ary, I
won 't . .. but ... "
Just then the screen door slammed
shut and Edward and Sally ran,
pushed, skidded up to the table.

Edward was probably the oldest because he was the tallest. His pants
and shirt were full of soot and mud
smears. His hair hung long over
his left ear, but was short on the
other side where he had tried to
give himself a haircut. Something
moved in his p ants pocket.
Sally'S clothes had the same soot
and mud. The bow on her dress
was tied in the front instead of the
back. "So I can see it," she said.
Neither one wore shoes, and only
Edward seemed to like socks. He
had his right one on.
"Hey mother, how come oranges
don't bounce like rubber balls? See,
I drop it and it stays dropped. Why
is-oh never mind, you can't tell
me. Father, do you . .. . No, I guess
that's tOo much to ask. Why are
you wearing that necktie thing? It's
Saturday, or did you forget for the
thousandth time? I tried one of
those things once and almost choked.
Why don't you leave your shirt unbuttoned up here like I do. It feels
better. I rip all the buttons off and
it feels real good. Couldn't you
just-aw, what's the use. " Edward
turned his back on his father and
rolled the orange under the stove,
laughing.
Mr. Drew gave his plate another
little push.
"Edward, I want-you too, Sally.
Now why did you have to do that
to my slippers? And those nails!
I just had that garage- It·s about
time 1 had a talk with you kids,
err . . children . . . err . . . Sally
would you please stop digging the
raisins out of the bread and listen.
Now both of you , please look at
me for three minutes and listen.
Why won't you children ever listen
to your father? Now I want to say
that because ... because . ... "
"Please children, listen to your
father. Your father is very disturbed, he really is. And what time did
you get up this morning, may I ask?
When I came up at six, your beds
were empty."
"Mary!
That can come later.
Right now I want to-"
"Father, before you go into one
of those dull 'talks', I think you better ... have a grape." Sally shot
a grape across the table into her
father's lap. "Don't forget what you
did with mother 's candy. Lucky we
found the box behind yOllr desk and
ate them all before mother found
Ollt. Isn't that right, mother? "
"Yes Sally, that was a good girl.
Imagine that ... Jim, you said ... "
"Oh yes, the candy. No wonder
when I-I can explain about that
later. Now to get back, YOLl two
have done worse than hide candy.
Haven't you?" In his anger Mr.
Drew crushed a corner of the black
toast between his fingers, making

them black too. Embarrased, he
quickly hid his hand under the table
and wiped it on his pants. It came
to him what he was doing, so he
returned his hand to the table. On
his lap. Finally in his pocket.
Sally and Edward pointed their
fingers and laughed loudly at their
father. Then they tickled each other
and laughed even louder.
"Edward, Sally stop! Did you hear
me Sally? Now stop giggling and
listen. Please Edward-Edward did
you hear what I said? " Edward
saw his opportunity and stopped
short. He walked up to his father
and started pounding his fist on the
table.
"All right ! Enough is enough.
Now you two listen to me for once,
because I have some real important
things to say. Sally too, so does she.
Me first, okay Sally? Okay. Now,
when Sally and I do things like
putting nails in the garage, cutting
our hair, throwing rocks in the gas
tank , and burning your slippers, it's
because we have a reason. Because
we think things are better our way,
that's why. We ought to know
what's right. \'X'e're children aren't
we ?" At these words, Mrs. Drew
threw her hands to her fa ce as if
it were going (() fall off. And )\11'.
Drew grabbed for his coll ar button.
"A nd besides, it doesn 't nu tter if
yOLl think we're wrong or nOt," Sally
added. ''You couldn't do anything
abOLlt it anyway. You don't know
how. "
"Children, YOll must be sick. Too
much exercise, I'm afraid. YOll must
be dreadfully sick. Come on , let
me ra ke YOll upstairs and put you
und er the covers. I'll call th e doctor
right away. Please, both of you,
please come up to bed right now. "
She moved toward them, but they
ran around to the other side of the
table.
"No mother, we 're not go ing upstairs and we're not sick. We'd get
sick if we had to go to bed though.
Now that's enough of that sick
busines. We want you to listen because we've got more to say, don 't
we Sally? "
"Sure, we have lots more to say.
One thing is we're going to keep
up what we're doing, beecallse we
know we're right. We're nOt going
to listen to you because YOll don 't
know if how you live is right or
wrong. In fact, you do n't even
know wh at you're doing. "
"Sally :l.nd I aren't going to keep
up just burning shoes or putting
n ails in the garage either. We have
bigger things in mind." Sally 's head
bobbed and her hair bounced III
agreement. She undid her bow to
chairs for her and her brother to
"Now, now we're in the right
breathe easier, then ran to get two
stand on.

place. We're as tall as you. Maybe
even higher. Just the way it ought
to be." Mr. and Mrs. Drew had to
look up at their children. Their
eyes looked strained, hard, rusty,
difficult to move.
"Let's tell them now what we're
going to do, Ed. Oh go ahead, you
tell them if you're in such a hurry. "
"Okay, I'll tell them. Sure, I'll
tell them. You know old Mrs. Hernlin that lives down the corner, don't
you? Sure you do. The old battleax that calls the police when somebody touches a leaf on her hedge."
Edw ard was excited now. Sally just
caught him from falling off his chair.
"She's a snoop too. YOll know th at,
mother. She watches you all the
time when you go to the store.
And you, father, didn't she send you
a letter full of lies about us after
last Halloween? You know she did .
But do either of you do anything
abo ut it ? No, you just sit and let
her do her dirty business witha m
even saying ouch."
"\VeIl, we 're going to do something, even if-"
"Come on Sally, you said I could."
"Okay I guess, but hurry tip. You
take tOo long."
'\'Vell ... Sally and I are going to
do something that should've been
done ye ars ago. Nobody ever did
it becau se they didn 't think it ou g ht
ro be done. And e ven if they did ,
they wou ldn 't know how to do it.
An d even jf one or two did know
how ro do it, they wouldn't know
what they were doing."
"Oil hurry up, blabby!
sl ow-poke. "

What a

"Okay, Ok,' yl Don't get so excited. Well, we 're going to get rid
of weasel·face Hemlin! It should 've
been d one a long time ago. And
n()\v ... now we're going to do it. "
Edward and Sally yeahed and clapFed their hands violently.
"But . .. but . . . You . . . But ... "
"No 'buts' father. We know we're
right. Edward 's right. Mrs. Hemlin 's
no good any more. Probably never
was, so we 're going to put her
away. You just let the rotten apple
sit there and rot and rot till it
Illakes you rorren too, and then YOll
can't do anything about it. You
can't do anything anyway because
you don 't know what's rotten. Well,
we see it's bad and we're going to
Stop the badness before it spreads
anymore. See i " Edward shook his
linger :u his parents. "We know
"'-'hat's got to be done in this hOllse
and not YOll . Your job is to listen
and learn and nor to contradict. GOt
it? "
Mrs. Drew extended a shaky hand
across the table toward her husband.
Immediately Sally began throwing
grapes at her. They bounced off
the table and hit the cabinets. One
flew in the sugar bow!. Another
hit Mrs. Drew and rolled down the
front of her dress.

"No funny stuff, see? We're done
talking. Now we've got to get to
our hur and do some important
work. Don't try to follow us or
get in our way, or we'll have to do
something really awful. Give them
a few mote grapes, Sally, Just su
they know we mean business."
Sally obliged and once more .I illl
and Mary Drew were p ummeled
with grapes.
"That's enough, SaIlv, Cmon
jump. We gotta go. Go~dbye old,
wretched Mrs. Himlin. What fun to
get rid of a rotten apple!"
The two children ran , pushed,
skidded tOward the screen door.
Edward knocked a glass to the floor
as he scooted past the sink. He
hoped his parents were watching.
But they were too stunned to look.
Jim and Mary Drew stared at
each other and said nothing for a
full five minutes. Finally: ~
"Mary, I . . . I'll JUSt have to have
a talk with those children. "
"Yes, Jim, after supper maybe, or
tomorrow morning would be a good
time. If they JUSt don't get up until
we do. Oh Jim, they won't do anything to that harmless old lady, will
they?"
"I don't know , dear. I JUSt don't
know. Maybe aft er a good talk,
they'll-that'S it, sure, Mary, wait
till you see the change. Just YOll
wait. I only hope they don 't Imagine grapes' Mary, they threw
grapes!
"1 know dear. J im, 011 Jim, what
is wrong with them:> Standing on
chairs, throwing food, talk ing tha t
way - I just don 't understand it.
We're so good to them, dear. And
look. Jim, you 'll just have t o - "

"I know M ary, a good lecture.
That's what they need. A goud
long lecture. T omorrow, for sure.
Agreed?"
"Yes dear, tomorrow for slife."

Words Upon a Time
by MARTIN DINITZ
Dark 0' the Inoon, and the whisperwillows bentaby the waves of
hushawhile the riversleeps Soft the
little thistletops raised the tipsylishes. Up pop. Night crop. Timeawake in sleepy tide. Lushaby the
thrush abides alone in woodland
green wearing brown for earthenhue. Simple salmon nestle all by
the golden waterfall. Spawn abed
it's birthentime.
And up rose Alpha, blissed be he,
who whomed a song along the lee,
and struck out strong for where to
.sea. And saw the mousies running
small around aroLlnd the knotted
stump, and jump twist turn away
they go and whereof to which none
can go. And Alpha bet a Gamn1d.
there that all the clouds that were
to spare could rain and rain and
dow11fush through and never drip :l
drap on you.
The silkytl'essled blushed a bie
and handerjoined with Alpha there,
and clasp a cli sp away they go
across the field s of yestersnow. And
eyes upon them peeperspied for
this was spring and everything was
just where God had found it.
Now sing a song of dancing feet,
for thus is how the blissed meet
when all the saints have gone to
sleep and all th e spiders webbaround
have snuggled nest1y in the ground.
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Contentment, Spaghetti, The Cat and The Fly
by ANDREW WING
With my legs stretched out, feet
resting on the chair opposite, and
with a napkin tucked under my
chin, I was sitting at my usual table
at my usual time, 7: 30 on a Thursday night, in the front of Antonio's
Pizza Palace. My hands rested on
the silverware before me as I watched Alfonso, a little bald Armenian
waiter, bring my meal. It was a
dimly lit room with candles flickering in their glass stands on each of
the red and white check-clothed
tables. The usual woven-straw-covered bottle of Chianti, the crispcrusted I taEan rolls, and a green
salad I had already half eaten lay
on the table like an offering to
some forgotten deity. Alfonso put
the spaghetti before me with the
utmost care; we looked at each other
for a moment as we both appreciated its aroma, and Alfonso's waxed
mustache twitched gently at the
scent. This was a weekly ritual,
~lOd it was not until I had carefully
finished applying the seasoning,
taken the first bite, and given my
complete approval with customary
compliments to the chef, that Alfonso went off ro his other duties.
consumed the food slowly
( thefe was no need to rush) enJoying each mouthful and sip of tangy
wine with high aesthetic pleasure.
Dangling a few long strands covered with the tomaro-spiced meat
S~lUce from th eend of my fork, I
exclaimed to the passing Alfonso,
"Thi s is living," and, leaning back
on my chair, I let the tender prize
drop into my mouth. He agreed as
he passed, weighed down by a tray
of dirty dishes he was carrying back
to tbe kitchen.
The juke-box played Italian love
songs, and a pleasing murmer of
!l1unwl enjoyment seemed to drift
from the other guests. I was as
content as a man could be, even at
the first touch of Leo Rizza brushing by my legs, but then as I
thought about black body, a dread
overC1me by bliss. A large cat with
deep g reen-speckled yellow eyes,
which seemed to express in their
depth and tapered slant a wisdom
and ten acious will, Leo Rizza had
lived in the restaurant for years, and
he was as mucb a part of the Pizza
Palace as the mushroom sauce. A
real Italian cat, he ate nothing but
spaghetti, pizza, spumoni, and an occasional bite of a green salad when
the hot sauces weren't agreeing with
his rather delicate stomach. I knew
that he wouldn 't give up until he
had procurred part of my me:ll. I
tried to push him away but, at the
sound of a gurgling growl, I resigned myself to his presence. Then,
in his anger and desire, he began to
~ cratch monotonously the table legs,
~; tTe t ching his body in a curve as his
rail beat rhythmically on the floor.
Finally he looked up at me and
bared his teeth. Sheding a bitter
tear because of my helplessness, (On
to control these constant forces of
annoyance and interruption that that
.~rinnin g figure of fate hurls upon
llS) I threw him a long strand with
very little sauce on it. As it fell
toward the floor, he leaped, caught

it between his jaws, and flicked it
into his mouth. His eyes seemed
to burn vith voracity as he shook
his head occasionally in approval.
While I was watching the cat
devour the strand, a fly settled in
my spaghetti and became either
stuck in the sticky sauce or else,
like a connoisseur, engrossed with
the wonderful savour. I didn't
realize he was there until I had
taken a bite of him with my next
mouthful. I spit haJf of him out
ontO the table-cloth with part of
my delicious spaghetti and swallowed the other. I was stunned. "I
swallowed a fly," I burst out with
surprising calmness. "I mean I
swallowed half fly," I said as I saw
the remains on the table-cloth. At
first my whole nervous system seemed to react. What was I to do?
Should I take a pill? "My God, the
germs!" With a clatter I dropped
the fork to the plate, and then,
holding my hands to my stOmach,
I conld feel the muscles contract.
Relaxing my body with a effort,
gradually the violence of the reaction wore off. Leo Rizza's gluttonous eyes ate my meal. Sitting on
his haunches, his long tail banged
with contempt. He was a rogue,
but I could do nothing.
I leaned forward and glanced into
my beautiful spaghetti at the tiny
black speck that had once been a
living creatufe. But I must admit
that my compassion for the fly was
not nearly as intense as my growing state of confusion. 1 sunk way
back in my chair ~md looked around
to see that noone had noticed my
outburst, and with my mouth sligh tiy parted, I began to think of the
event in its more universal implicatIOns. The immediate repulsion I
had felt upon discovering that I had
swallowed half a fly bad worn off.
Suddenly an idea roamed through
my head (one of those ridiculous
thoughts which lead man 's mind inra its capacity of creativity bordering on genious ) . Which half of
the fly had I ea ten? From the distance my eyes were from the plate
it was impossible to tell. As I
leaned forward about to discover the
seemingly unimportant fact (not
really un important or insignificant
in the light of its satisfying the
curious, ever searching mind) I
heard Leo Rizza's malicious growl.
He seemed to sense my predicament, and it angered me that a
Jovely cat, even an animal with as
good taste as he possessed , should
see me in such an undignified state
without showing the least bit fa
sympathy. He wanted my spaghett i, that was obvious. But there
were more pressing matters to attend to. As man is ever seafching
for himself and for truth , so I had
to uncover the mystery of which
end of the fly I had eaten. He was
a puny beast (what was left of him)
and had probably not been a great
fly among his race (he didn't seem
large enough to command any position of authority, through for a fly ,
he was not small either), but it was
the principle of the thing that disturbed me. Man must meet his
challenges, and so I met mine on
that fateful Thursday night at Antonio's Pizza Palace.
It would be a moment of revelation, as well as a prophecy to me.
If r hi led in seeing which half I
had eaten, I would know that there
would be many mofe such utter
defeats. It would be a token of
life's meaninglessness, and a sign of
a betrayal to my fellow man. But
tbe struggle was barely beginning.
Closely examining the little heap of

spit-out spaghetti and speck of fly,
I was in doubt about the creature
being a fly at all, for he was so
covered with the rich sauce that at
first look it was impossible to tell
anything. His remains might well
have been a small spider. I was
resolved to find the answer in spite
of any physical suffering that I might
have to go through. Though it was
encouraging to see how orderly my
confused brain was when I got
down to my bioligical delvings, it
was obvious that I couldn't use ordinafy means (knife and fork) to
remove the sauce which was obstructing my view of whatever end
was before me and not in my
stomach.
Having fortified myself with a
glass of the chianti, I pushed the
spaghetti away to the other side of
the table, for it appealed to me no
longer, though not without feeling
a pang of sentiment. I began, like
a surgeon, to assemble the instruments that I would need. It was a
pity I had no pretty nurse to assist
me, but it was a job that had to be
faced alone. Knife, fork, lobsetr
fork (I bad picked the last item up
at Axel's, a smorgasbord restaurent
I go to on Wednesday evenings),
pencil, nail file, a clean napkin from
the place across from me, and a
few rooth-picks which I had to go
over and get from the cashier's
counter without making myself conspicuous, I spread before me on the
table. The thought of the gravity
of the task almost overwhelmed me
even before I had started, but 1
plunged courageously to the job.
With infinite finesse I picked up
the tooth picks between the thumb
and forefinger of each hand and began ro remove the sauce. The picture th at 1 presented with my delicate, precise movements, was probably not unlike that of a lord picking his teeth at his leisure. At any
rate, it was a tedious job, and I
felt my heart sink each time the
little animal slipped from my grasp.
I tried to pin him to one place with
the lobser fork. Then Leo Rizza 's
growl became foreboding and would
in another minute draw the attention of the whole room at me. I
could feel myself, like a man half
enveloped in quicksand, losing the
battle. I gave him the spaghetti;
that was half of it, and if I didn't
succeed with the fly, that would be
the other. A bit of sweat rolled to
and tickled the end of my nose. I
wiped it away with the bent back
of my wrist as I was still holding
the tooth-picks in each hand. I
tried every conceivable way, but it
was impossible to remove enough
of the sauce. At last 1 poured a
drop of wate f onto the remains, but
that only seemed to make him into
more of a blob than before, and
though it did remove the sauce to
some degree, it made it impossible
to see the beast at all. I don't know
whether it was a tear in my eye or
the drop of. water surrounding the
fly, but he appeared a blur. I bent
over the table and blew the water
from him, examining him for the
last time. It was impossible to
tell. Picking him up with the toothpicks, I swallowed the other half.
I had lost. I left Antonio's with
dignity, having taken a last sip of
the wine to wash the fly down. I
couldn't bring myself to face Alfonso. He had seen that I had given
the spaghetti to the cat, and it would
have caused me too much pain to
evplain. Like an animal about to
die of old age, I wanted to slink
aw:w to some secret cave. I had
hea~d as a boy that there was one
in Central Park, but I had never
been able to find it. As I payed the
check, I decided that I must go and
~ e a rch for it.

Poem
In the world of beds
Dreams stroke little heads.
It's not thought odd
In the land of nod
(There dragons crawl)
That giants fall
From mighty thrusts
By those thought small
Where taste demands
Strait-laced airs
From vibrant heirs
To greying ways
And similar days.
David Rapaport

• • •

On A Line B)! Dryden
"thy chase had a beast in view"
Turmoil was well justified,
When hounds after rabbits ran;

Though thousands of Grecians died,
Helen's fault defiled one man.
Just revenge yet pays blood's awful wage,
(Short life immortalized by a wreath)
But when hounds after laurels rage,
The catch eludes the clutches of the thief.
David Rapaport

• • •

Art
The lie was green today
(and so was every truth)
And time was beautiful
(I danced to distant truth)
And you laid down upon the ground
(digging the grave in which we stayed)
And time, ephemeral, looked down on l'ersons
Not yet born
And I said "Lets make a mud pie"
And you said "lets make a statute"
Before we die
Mari Blumenau
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ON THE TOWN

,On The Scent Of The Truffle

by JOHN BARUCH

by GABY BERNHARD
As we were sitting in Dining Commons the other evening drinking our
milk and waiting for seconds in fried potatoes, we were suddenly struck
by an indescriooble something in the taste of that milk mingled with
the last drops of grease that clung to our lips. At once the pain, the
brevity of life sank into unimportance; we surrendered ourselves to the
exquisite pleasure of that milk and those drops of grease. What could
it mean? Why this emotion? Suddenly the memory returned-and just
as the Chinese put into their soup little dry crackers which until then
are without character or shape, but the moment they become wet stretch
themselves, swelling until they cover the whole soup bowl, so the French
villa where we used to spend our summers-with its oak trees and
pigsties-sprang into being from that glass of milk, and we recognized
the taste as that of truffles .
They were a whole way of life, those truffles; a little, highly-prized
mushroom-like plant that grew underground near oak trees and could
only be found by pigs or specially trained dogs and goats. It occurred
to us that for years we had not heard of them. Could it be that the
truffle, symbol of gracious living, had fallen into disuse? Could it be that
our democratic soil could not-or would not-sustain truffles? We knew
that we could not rest until the truffle situation had been investigated.
On the lawn outside of Albee we took up our station and stopped a
young woman who was coming across the grass.
"Barbara!" we exclaimed.

"How do you feel about truffles?"

She looked at us thoughtfully.
"Truffles?

Those are those small dogs, aren't they?"

We staggered and almost fell, but Miss Wersoo noticed nothing. Over
on the wooden stairs we saw Jackie Michaels, carefree, untroubled.
"Jackie!" we shouted. "Jackie, how do you feel about truffles?
you-do you know what a truffle is?"

Do

She stopped de·a.d; her face froze and she drew herself up.
"It is not," she remarked coldly, "the sort of thing you yell across

campus."
Stunned, we abandoned our post on the lawn to pace about campus,
accosting those we met with our piteous question: "Do you know what a
truffle is?"
thing." Mrs. Carrier answered us smilingly: "It's a pancake, isn't it?"
Marty Lieberman's reply was prompt: "Oh, I know-a noodly stuff," he
said.
Our head was beginning to whirl. Slowly we walked back to Albee;
in front of the door stood Ricky Schiller. We swallowed.
"Ricky!" we gasped.

5

"What's truffle?"

"Oh," she replied lightly, "it's an animal they used to hunt with pigs."
She lefmed towards us confidentially. "But it's really nothing. It's like
sn ipe-hunting-you're not really after anything. Well, that's a truffle.
Nothing."
Dazed with pain, we began mumbling our question mechanically to
ourselves. Those who passed tried to help; some attempted to soothe us
with a simple "I don't know". But once drawn from our lethargy, we
insisted feverishly on an answer. Elsa Heister ventured that it might be
a cliff, Irving that it sounded like an ornament. Peni Cenedella said
immediately: "A trifle of an expensive piece of fish!" While we were still
trembling, Dick Sewell suggested that it was a kind of medieval clothing. (Later we found out that he knew all along. It was his idea of a
joke.) "Possibly," murmured Mike Winn, "an instrument to dig with."
"A Victorian skirt?" hazarded Dick Lewis. Tom Rondell approached the
spot where we crouched on the pavement, rocking back and forth. "A
truffle?" he said consideringly. "I should think it would be a kind of
movement-like leaves, leaves might truffle, you see?"
We saw. We saw everything. Surely at Bard College we would have
expected to flnd the symbol of gracious living, though not gracious living
itself. But let the past die. Let the oak trees, the pigsties, the villa in
France sink back into oblivion. For this time I shall bow my head. But
let them beware! If they wish my trembling lips to remain sealed, let
them keep me from tasting ever again cow's milk with French fried
potato grease!

In a very eXCltmg ball game last Sunday, Stanfordville took Bard
by a six to four count at the atheletic field. The Bardians, minus three
of their starters, used the services of Wendell Ackerman, Andy Wing,
and Manny Wolfe. All three filled in the outfield positions, and turned
in very fine performances. Jim Gordon took over as catcher for Chuck
MacIntosh and Dave Rappaport filled in third as Tom Randell moved
to short.
Stanfordville took a two run lead on a pair of walks, a single and
an error during the top of the first inning. Bard came back in the last
half of the first with a run, a walk, a sacrifice, and a single. Stanfordville picked up another in the third, and maintained a three-one lead
until the fifth. They picked up three more runs in the fifth and the
home club came back with one in its half of the inning. Trailing by
thre going into the seventh, the Bardians put in a last bid for avictory.
With bases loaded, and two out, Tom Randell was caught looking at a
third strike to end the game. It was a well played game, with excellent
pitching by both Baldwin of the visitors and MacIntosh of the home club.
Next Sunday, the Bardians play host to New Paltz in the final game
of the season. We are looking for a good turnout for this game, which
promises to be just as exciting as the last one.
Sign-up sheets for the annual spring tennis tournaments have been
posted in Hegeman. There will be men's singles, mixed doubles, girl's
singles, and men's doubles tournaments. To date, the registration has
been very slow, and the entries will dose on Sunday, June 6th. The
tournaments will start directly thereafter with matches to be arranged
by the opponents. The mansion court will be open to players in the
tournament, as well as both campus courts.
The golfing stunts of Jimmy Nichols were witnessed by one hundred
and forry-five golfing fans at the Red Hook Country Club last Sunday.
Matched with the home pro and twO ranking amateurs, Nichols toured
the par 34 nine hole course in thirty-three strokes. The one-armed
golfer amazed the fans with an exhibition of two birdies, six pars, and
a bogie. The receipts went to charity.
The much discussed swimming pool opening should be explained.
It seems that the last attempt to open the pool failed when two parts
of the dotonation system were found missing. The parts are being replaced, and the pool should be opened by the time this issue goes to
press.
As a final comment, I would like to express my personal appreciation to the entire community for their cooperation during this semester.

FACULTY COMMITTEE
HEADS SELECTED
LAST TUESDAY
Members for various faculty committees were elected at last Tuesday's
Faculty Meeting, and these members
will guide the community for the
coming year.
The Committee on Academic Standards will be comprised of Dr. William Frauenfelder and Dr. Robert
Koblitz, both of whom were elected
last year and still have one year to
serve, plus Mr. William Lensing and
Mrs. Dorothy Dulles Bourne who
have just been elected for two year
periods.
Mr. Harvey Fite .a.nd Mr. Heinz
Bertelsman are the two faculty
members who still have one year to
serve on Personnel Committee, and
joining them on this committee will
be Dr. Theodore Sottery and Miss
Irma Brandeis.
Miss Marion Vosburgh was elected
Secretary of the Faculty, replacing
Director of Admissions, Richard
Gummere Jr., who filled the,t capacity last year.
Faculty representatives to the
board of trustees, a new committee
which has been set up at the request of the trustees following the
successful meetings held this year
in regard to the Anniversary Fund
Drive, are Mr. Charles Tremblay,
Dr. William Fmuenfelder, and two
alternate members, Mrs. Bourne and
Dr. Koblitz.
The divisions heve held meetings
and elected chairmen for next year.
Dr. Donald Hartman will be the new
chairman of the Science Division,
replacing Mr. Charles Tremblay. Dr.
Fred Crane succeeds himself 6S
chairman of Social Studies. The
Arts Division will be chaired by
Mr. Theodore Hoffman and languages and Literature by Mr. William Humphrey. Except for Dr.
Hartman, these che,innen will also
be the representatives on the Committee on Academic Standards. in
which Mr. Charles Tremblay will
represent the Science Division.

See Our Large

(Continued from Page 2)
This version filmed in 1932 should
be most refreshing after the 3-Deed
vehicle that unstarred Jose Ferrer
and Rita Hayworth. Both were supposedly cast in Maughn's "Rain".
For lovers of guitar music, the film
now showing at the Mayfair with
Joan Crawford, Sterling Hayden has
a suggestive title, JOHNNY GUITAR.
Some critics seem to feel that the
guitar music is not worth seeing the
whole film which frankly, stinks.
EXECUTIVE SUITE with a multitude of stars is worthwhile seeing
at the Music Hall. For four hours
worth of your time GONE WITH
THE WIND is available at the State
and ANA-TA-HAN is still holding
her own on her isle in the Pacific
with many men. Their problems are
all to be studied at the Little Carnagie on W. 57th st.
FOR LOVERS OF THE NEW
YORK OUTDOORS: Yankee Stadium is staging a contest between the
Yall.k ees and Cleveland today and
tomorrow while the Giants and
Dodgers will be on tap throughout
the weekend at Ebbets Field. GOLF
is holding sway at the Westchester
County Golf Assoc. Foursome Tournament this afternoon and there is
always racing going on at Belmont
Park with the Peter Pan Handicap
coming up this Saturday.
MUSIC: The concerts in the Mall
are beginning again. This Sunday
the Naumberg Symphony Orchestra
will fill the air with sound at 8:30.
MORE NOTES ON THE OUTDOORS
INCLUDE the Washington Square
Outdoor Art Exhibit which will run
through June 13th.
INDOOR MUSIC DEPARTMENT:
Ella Fitzgerald is giving forth with
fine tunes for young and old at
Basin Street. Terry Gibbs quartet
is exercising at Birdland and on the
otherside of jazz, Wild Bill Davidson with a raft of others are tearing
down the walls at Eddie Condons.
At the Byline Room, Mable Mercer,
the voice of experience, is telling
them all about it.
ART: The Museum of Modern Art
is showing the first large retrospective exhibit in this country of the
works of Edouard VuiIlard. Through
June 6th. At the Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum fifty-odd young
American painters are on display.
ODDS AND ENDS: Letters, journals, and manuscripts of Percy Bysshe
Shelley are to be seen at the Public
Library along with Mary Shelley's
manuscript of Frankenstein.
Have a wonderful time.
-Fracat

Selection First!
WALSH'S

ED SMITH'S

PAINT

and

SERVICE

SUPPLY COMPANY

STATION
Barryrown, N. Y.

Rhinebeck, N.. Y

AT THE LYCEUM THEATRE

Rhinebeck Diner

•
Finest Chinese and American
Cuisine
To Take Out

Friday and Saturday
NAKED JUNGLE
Sunday and Monday
JUBILEE TRAIL
CAT WOMEN OF THE MOON
Wednesday and Thursday
JULIUS CEASAR

SANITONE SERVICE

ALEXANDER'S DRY

CLE~L\.NING

GREG TUCKER, Campus Representative

HAROLD'S SNACK
Sandwiches

•

Short Orders

•

B~~R
Fountain Service

WINE and BEER

THE BORDEN CO.
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.
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FALL '54 COURSE LIST

THE LIGHT TOUCH

(Continued from Page 1)

Have you heard the latest use for
chlorophyl? They're mixing it with
whiskey now. You won't get stink·
ing from drinking.

the courses they will want for the
Fall semester of '54. The Course
List has been planned for proper
distribution of introductory and advance courses. Dean Gillard stressed
"that this program is rounded out
by the usual availability of tutorials
and upper college conferences."
In regard to the number of course
offerings, Gillard said that the
". . . number of course offerings of
this Fall is substantially the same
as last semester.
"The purpose of this informal selection of courses is to assist each
student to plan his next semester's
work in a judicious fashion. Further,
the information will allow faculty to
determine what the needs of the
students are and to establish a final
course list for formal registration
this Fall.
"In the past," Dean Gillard concluded, the presentation of alternate
courses has lead to confusion and
delay in the settlement of programs
for many studEmts. This present
procedure is intended to avoid such
difficulties."

First Sergeant: "Stand up straight.
Throw your shoulders back and
button your coat."
Married recruit (absent mindedly) "Yes, dear."

Many a go-getter
sorry he gotter.

IS

Alumni News

WXBC Program

The engagement has been announced between Nina Pridday '54
and Jack Jolliffe '52. Jack is at
present serving in the Army.

Sunday, June 6
8:30 Your Evening at the Opera.
Monday, June 7
9:00 The Chuck and Jerry Show
(pop music).
10:00 Progressive Wax (Dave Banker
and Jazz).
Tuesday, June 8
8:30 TARUFFE by MOLIERE (presented by the B.B.C.).
10:00 The Musical Comedy Hour
(Ruth Rosenheim plays Hazal
Flagg).
11:00 The Music 102 Assignment
(Janet Nicholas and May As·
cher).
Wednesday, June 9
9:00 The WXBC Playhouse (Miles
Kreuger).
9:30 London Studio Recitals (Clifford Curzon-piano).
Thursday, June 10
9:00 Dick Mack presents Music
Without Words.
10:00 Jazz Workshop (Dave Banker
and Dan Butt).
If you want to keep awake, remember the term paper vigil from
1 :30 to breakfast.

Steve Burr '53, who is now teaching at the Buxton School, Williams~
town, Mass; had an exhibition of
mobiles at Abraham and Strauss in
May, and has a show planned at
the 34th Street Gallery, New York
City.
Kelly Simon '53, is engaged to Dr.
Leonard Hendleman of Woodmere,
L.I. The ex-Bardian will be married on June 27th.

afterwards

Radios

Televisions

Typewriters - Phonographs
And Fanny, the waitress, answer·
the customer who complained
about the egg. "Don't yell at me, I
Just laid the table."

ARMAND SPANGLET

to

The

Wholesale Prices

Corsages

Haen Jewelry Shop
Diamonds
Watches
Jewelry
Parker Pens - lighters
Silverware
Phone 8 Rhinebeck, N. Y.

THE HAWLEY GIFT SHOP
Distinctive Gifts

•

Opposite the Put 0fSee

RED HOOK FLORAL CO.

Rhinebeck, N. Y.

•

Y.

Poughkeepsie, Paper Co., Inc.

PHONE RED HOOK
MOULS TAXI

RED HOOK
DRUG STORE

•

•
6 North Cherry St.

JOHN FLETCHER
Photographer, Bard College

4201

(jOWHIG'S
REXA.LI.. DRUGS
~.

Cut Flowers
Potted Plants

BUY REXALL

Red Hook,

June 3, 1954

SERVICE

.~HOD
. -'
1
LADIES WEARING APPt\REL
Dressmaking and Tailoring
7 East Market st.
Tel. 6801
Red Hook

HELEN'S STYLE

THE SLATER

SYSTEM

WALT BEAN, Proprietor

Poughkeepsie, N. Y.

•

FOOD SERVICE MANAGEMENT

FIR S T
NATIONAL

1)

Teator frankly stated that he did
not see how the new bridge would
affect Bard in any way, but added
that if it would help any, we might
look at the construction work that
was being done. However, he cautioned that there might be some
blasting done within the next few
hours, so we abandoned our project
for that day.
After some thought, we came to
the following conclusions regarding
what boon or headache this highway might be to Bard. We know
that IBM is expanding and that they
are about to build a factory in
Kingston. With a new factory, real
estate values in this area might rise
(a recent check showed that they
haven't thus far) due to an increasing population coming from all parts
of the state to work at IBM. Possibly with the new bridge facilitating
trans-river commuting, some of these
persons might settle in Red Hook
or in the immediate environs. Our
optimistic rational continues thusly ;
with more families moving into this
area, there might be an increase in
day student enrollment.
Another possibility is that with
heavier traffic on Route 9G, plus a
larger sign saying Bard College, more
people would come to know the
name of Bard. Whatever might result from this, personally no one
knows, but, a bit of free publicity
never hurts.
For Bard students too, there will
be advantages . Woodstock, the wellknown art colony will become more
accessible and then there will be a
wider selection of movies to see with
Kingston shows offering a greater
variety than we are now subject to.
How the greater amount of traffic
would bother students trying to
sleep have not yet been ascertained.

THE CAR FOR YOU

SCHEFFLER'S LUMBER COMPANY

'54 FORD

•

Central Auto Sales

BA N K
Red Hook, N. Y.

Red Hook

(Continued from Page

the approaches are being built are
on Bard property. Moreover, the
widening of the River Road was being done by the County, and had
nothing to do with the construction
of the bridge. (Beginning from the
end of the Annandale road, the :first
mile and a half of River Road could
have served as proving ground for
tanks. It is now being widened and
several curves are being either graded
or taken out.)

All in all neither advantages or
disadvantages at this stage of the
game seem rather important.

Phone 9015

STOCKENBURG
HARDWARE

NEW KINGSTONRHINECLIFF SPAN

Red Hook, N. Y.

Red Hook, New York

HUDSON

MIKE'S
GOOD FOOD -

GOOD DRINKS

ANNANDALE

GOOD SERVICE

HOTEL

Call Adolph 4958

Wholesade Distributors for Bard College
539 Main Street
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.
Phone 3941
H. BEEKMAN, Prop.

United Cigar Stores Sales Agency
Double-Kay Nuts
Greeting Cards
Ice Cream
Page and Shaw Candy - Camera Supplies
Phone 0120

FRANK~S

BAR AND GRILL

GIANT HAMBURGERS
GOOD FOOD - COLLEGE CROWDS
Red Hook, New York

RIVER CANDY CO.

Rhinebeck, N. Y.

RED HOOK HOTEL
Good Rooms
Parking in the Rear
Good Food and Drink
Reasonable Rates
Red Hook

New York

YOU R

Plymouth -- Dodge
DEALER

COMMUNITY
GARAGE
Repainting

Body Work

SAM LLOYD, Owner
Rhinebeck, N. Y.

